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‘““THAT COD IN ALL THINCS MAY BE CLORIFIED THROUCH JESUS CHRIST.”

e ———

--Peter.
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NEW
DRY GOODS

FOR

FALL AND WINTER.

Ockober Asky, ARTO,

THOMAS LOGAN

DAILY RECIEVING NEW GOODS from England
IS and the United States for the FALL TRADE. He
has now opened—

PRESS GOODS,

WOOL SHAWLS
¥ FELT SKIRTS,

Jacketand Mantle Cloths,

DRESS TWEEDS, GREY FLANNELS.

OUne Case of

BLACK ALPACAS,

Bought at a bargain, selling for
20 CENTS.

FINGERING YARNS, BERLIN WOOLS,

TWO BALES OF

AMERICAN PRINTS,

AT 9 CENTS.

3LACK FRENCH MERINOS,
BLACK HENRIETTA CLOTHS,
BLACK CRAPES.
GREY COTTONS,

Velvets and Velvet Ribbons.

TWEED SHIRTINGS,

PARKS COTTON WARPS,

&ec., &o, &e.

An Inspection Respecifully Solicited.

THOMAS LOGAN.

Fredericton, September 20, 1876.

Sept. 15th, 1876.

NEW FALL GOODS,

AND VERY CHEAP.

BUYERS OF

DRY GOODS

Will please take notice that '

MiLLER & EDGECOMBE

are now opening NEW GOODS for the FALL
TRAVE from EUROPE and the
AMERICAN MARKETS.

WE ARE NOW BELLING

Good Grey Cotton,

Yard Wide, for 7c., 8c¢., 9¢. and 10c¢,

WHITE COTTONS,

from 7 to 13 cents,

SBWANSDOWNS—Very Cheap.
GREY BSHIRTING FLANNELS,

less than ever sold before.
GOUD FAST COLOR FPRINTS, for 8 and ve.

NEW GOODS received from the AMERICAN
MARKETS every week.

Just opened per 8.8, Acadia :

BLACK COODS,

in Cords of all kinds.

COBURGS, LUSTRES, ALPACAS,
Merinos, Brilliantines, &ec., &e.
TWEEDS and WINCIES Fingerings,

YARNS, RIBBONS, ORAPES, SILKS,

GLOVES, ‘
MEN'S BRACES,
WOOL BHAWLS, &ec.

“THESE 6GOODS ARE ALL NEW AND FRESH, AND
WILL BE BOLD AT

BOTTOM PRICES FOR CASH. o

MILLER & EDGECOMBE.
#redericton, Sept, 15, 1876.
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The Intelligencer,
A SERMON.
BY REV, T. DEWITT TALMAGE.
DELIVERED IN THE ;ROOKLYN TABERNACLE,
The Voices of the Street.

*‘ Wisdom crieth without ; she uttereth her voice in the
streets.”” —Proverbs 1. 2u,

We are all ready to listen to the voice of
natare—the voices of the
voices of the sea, the voices of the storm, the
voices of the star.

end of the building, and the one instrument
responds musically to the other, s0 in the
great cathedral of nature, day responds to
day, and night to sight, and flower to flower

universe. The springtime is an evangelist in

blossoms preaching of God’s love, and the |

winter is a prophet, white-bearded, denoune-
ing woe against our sins, We are all ready
to listen to the voices of nature, but how few
of us learn anything from the voices of the
noisy and the dusty street. You go to your
mechanism, and to your work, and to your
merchandise, and you come back again, and
often with how irdifferent a heart you pass
through these streets, Are there no things
for us to learn from these pavements over
which we pass ?  Are there no tufts of trath
growing up beiween these cobblestones beat-
en with the feet of toil and pain and pleasare,
the slow tread of age and the quick step of
childhood ? Aye, there are great harvests to
be reaped, and this morning I thrust in the
sickle because the harvest is ripe. “ Wisdom
crieth without ; she uttereth her voice in the
streets,”

In the first place, the strect impresses me
with the fact that this life is & scene of toil
and struggle. By ten o’clock of every day,
the city is jarring with wheels, and shuffling
with feet, and humming with voices, and cov-
ered with the breath of smokestacks, and
a-rush with traffickers. Once in awhile, you
find a man going along with folded arms and
with leisure step as though he had nothing to
do: but for the most part, as you find men
going down these streets on the way to busi-
ness, there is anxiety-in their faces, as though
they bad some errand which must be execated
at the first possible moment, You are jostled
by those who bave bargains to make and
notes to sell. Up this ladder with a hod of
bricks, out of this bank with a roll of bills,
on this dray with a load of goods, digging a
cellar, or shingling a roof, or shoeing a horse,
or building a wall, or mending a watch, or
binding a book, industry with her thousand
arms and thousand eyes and thousand feet,
goes on singing her song of work! work !
work ! while the mills drum it and the steam
whistles fife it.  All this is not because men
love toil. Some one remarked, * eyery man
is as lazy as he can afford to be.” But it is
because necessity, with stern brow and with
uplifted whip, stands over you, ready, when-
ever you relax your toil, to make your should-
ers sting with the lash. Can it be that pass-
ing up and down these streets on your way
to work and business, that you do not learn
anything of the world’s toil and anxiety and
struggle? Ob, how many drooping hearts,
bow many eyes on the watch, how many
miles travelled, how many burdens carried,
how many losses suffered, how many battles
fought, how many victories gaived, how many
defeats suffered, how many exasperations en-
dured, what losses, what hunger, what
wretchcedness, what pallor, what disease, what
agouy, what despair! Sometimes I have
stopped at the corner of the street as the mul
titudes went hither and yon, and it has seemed
to be a great pantomime, aud 3s I looked upon
it my bheart broke. This great tide of human
life that goes down the street is a rapids
tossed and turned aside and dashed ahead
and driven back—beautiful in 1ts confusion,
and confused in its beanty. In the carpeted

aisles of the forest, in the woods from which | alme,

the eternal shadow

ing, swarming, raving street is the best place
to study man. Going down to your place of
business and coming home again, I charge
you to look about and see these signs of pov-
erty, of wretchedness, of hunger, of sin, of
bereavement, and as you go theoggh the
streets, and come back through the streets,
gather up in the arms of your grayers all the
sorrows, all the losees, all the sufferings, all
the bereavements of those whom you pass,
and present them in prayer before an all-sym-
pathetic God. In the great day of eternity
there will be thousands of persons with whom
you, in this world, never exchaonged one word,
will rise up and call you blessed, aud there

heaven, saying, *“ That is the man, that is the
woman who helped me when 1 was hungry,
and sick, and wandering, and lost, and heart-
broken—tnat is the man, that is the woman ! »
and the blessing will come down upon yoa as
Christ shall say : “I was hungry and ye fed
me, I was naked and ye clothed me, | was
sick and in prison and ye visited me; inas-
muoch as ye Xid it to these poor waifs of the

streets o Brooklyn and New York, ye 2id it | tian laymen, go out on this work,

to me.”

Again, the street impresses me with the
fact that all classes and conditions of sogiety
commingle. We sometimes culture a wicked
exclusiveness, Intellect despises ignorance.
Befinement will have nothing to do with
booriebness. Gloves hate the sunburned
hand, and the high forebead despises the flat
bead, and trim hedgerow will have nothing
to do with the wild copse wood, and Athens
bates Nazareth, ~ This ought not so to be.
The astronomer must come down from his
starry revelry and help us in our paviga-
tion. The surgeon must come away from his
study of the human organism and set our
broken bones. The chemist must come away
from his laboratory. where he hasbeen study
ing apalyses and syntheses, and help us to
understand the pature of the soils, I bless
God that all classes of people are compelled
to meet on vhe strect. The glittering copch
wheel clashes against the scavenger's cart,
Fine robes run against the pedlar’s pack, Ro-
bust health meets wan sickoess, Honesty
confronts frend. Every class of people meets
every other class. Impudence and modesty,

ride and humility, purity and beastliness,

rankness and hypocrisy, meeting on the same
block, in the same street, in the same eity.
O'! that is what SBolomor: meant when he said,
‘“ the rich and the poor meet together ; the
Lord is the Maker of them all.” [ like this
demogratic principle of the gospel of Jesus
Christ, wb& recognizes the fact that we
stand before God on one and the same plat-
form. Do not take on any sire; whatever
position you have gained in society, you gie
nothing bat a man, born of the same parent,
regenerated by the same spirit, cleansed in
the same blooj: to lie down in the same dust,
1o get up in the same resurrecgion. It is high

i

mountain, the|

As in some of the cat hc-;

drals in Earope, there is an organ at either | the maelstroms and Hell Gates of the street,

| how many make quick and eternal shipwreck.

| time that we all acknowledged not only the
| fatherhood of God but the brotherhood of
| man, ;
Again, the street impresses me with the
fact that it is a very hard thing for a man to
keep bhis heart right, and to get to heaven.
[nfipite temptations spring upon us from these
places ot public concourse. Amid so much |
affluence, how much temptation to covetous- |
ness and to be discontented with our humble |
lot. Amid so many opportunities for over-
| reaching, what temptation to extortion. |
Amid so much display, what temptation to
vanity. Amid so many saloons of strong
drink, what allurement to dissipation. In

|

| If a man of-war comes back from a battle and

patriotic admira- |
tion on the flag that floated in vietory from
the mast head. Bat that man is more of a
curiosity who has gone through thirty years |
of the sharp-shooting of business life, and yet
sails on victor over the temptations of ihe
street. Oh ! how many have gone down un-
der the pressure, leaving noi so much as the |
patch of a canvas to tell where they perished. |
They never had any peace. Their dishones-
ties kept toiling in their ears. If I had an
axe, and could split open the beams of that |
fine house, perhaps I would find in the very
beart of it a skeleton. In his very best wine i
there is a smack of poor man’s sweat. Oh ! |
18 it strange that when a man has devoured |
widow’s houses, he is disturbed with indiges- |
tion? All the forces of nature are against |
him. The floods are ready to drown him, and ‘
the earthquakes to swallow him, and the fires
to consume him, and the lightunings to smite
him. Aye, all the armies of God are
on the street ; and in the day when the crowns
of beaven are distributed, some of the bright-
est of them will be given to those men who
were faithful to God and faithful to the souls |

| ot others amid the marts of business, proving

themselves the heroes of the street., )[ighl_\'
were the temptations, mighty was their deliy-
erance, and mighty shall be their triumph.
Again, the street impresses me with the
fact that life is full of pretension and sham.
What subterfuge, what double-dealing, what
two-facedness. Do all the people who wish
you good-morning really hope for you a hap-
py day? Do all the people who shake hacds
love each other? Are all those anxious
about your health who inquire concerning it ?
Do all want to see you who ask you to call ? |
Does all the world know half as much as it
pretends to know ? Is there not many a
wretched stock of goods with a brilliant win- }
dow ? Passing up and down these streets to |
your business and your work; are you not
impressed with the fact that society is hollow,
and that there are subterfuges and preten-
sions ! Ob! how many there are who swag- |
ger and strut, and how few people who are )
natural and walk.  While fops simper, and
fools chuckle, and simpletons giggle, how few
people are natural, and laugh. The coartesan
and the libertine go down the street in beau-
tiful apparel, while within the heart there are
volcanoes of passion consuming their life ‘
away. I say these things not to create in ]
|
\

you incredulity or misanthrophy ; nor do I
lorget there are thousands of pm»‘rlr a gregt |
deal better than they seem; but I do not
think any man is prepared for the conflict of
this life until he knows this particular peril. |

18 never lifted, on the | is most lean,
shore of the sea over whose iron coast tosses | street in New York saw
the tangled foam, sprinkling the eracked cliffs | stopped and sgid;
with a baptism of whirlwind and tempest, is | how to read and write ¥ "
the best place to study God; but in the rush- | gnswer.

| Lo go along the streets to gel things to fetch
!huluc for the folks to eat § and didn’t I‘ as
| soon s ] could cairy a basket, have to go out

| poor wanderers,
| Born in degradation, as they get up from |
will be a thousand fingers, pointed at you in |
| first step on the road to despair. 0, let us go .
| forth in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ to |

]your means ; and if you are too lazy to go,

|
l on the back of his hand.
!

Ehad comes pretending to pay his tax to |
h'lng liglun, and while he stands in frout of
the king, stabs him through with a dagger |
until the baft went i alter the blade, G——
betrayed Hungary. Judas kissed Christ,
Again, the street impresses me with the
fact thut it is a great field for Christian |
charity, There are hunger, and suffering, |
and want, and wretchedness in the country; |
kot these evils chiefly congregate in our great |
cities, On gvery street srime prowls, and
drankenness staggers, and shame winks, and |
pauperism thrusts out its band asking for
Here, want is most squalid and hupger
A Christian man gowg along a |
a poor lad, and he
“My boy, do you know
The boy made no
The man asked the guestion twice
and thrice : “ Can you read and write 7” and

then the boy answered, with & tear flashiog |
He said, in defiance:
“ No, sir, I can't read nor write neither. God. |

§ Wiy . Yo 1
sir, don’t want me to read and write, Didn’t
He take away my l;uhv:"w long ago—I never
vemember to have seen him ? and havn't I had

and pick up cinders, and never had no school-
ing, sir?  God dou’t want me to read, sir.
I ecan’s read nor write, neither.” Oh! these |
They have no chance,

their hands and knees to walk, they take their

rescue them, Let us, minsters, not be afraid
of soiling our black clothes whilc we go down
on that mission. While we are tying au @la-
borate kot in our eravat, or while we are in I
the study rounding off some period rhetori- |
cally, we might be saving a soul from death |
and hiding a multitude of sins, O ! Chris-
If you are
not willing to go forth yourself, then give of

and if you are too stingy to help, then get
out of the way and hide yourself in the dens
and caves ef the earth lest when Christ’s
chariot comes along, the horses’ hoofs tram-
ple you into the mire. Beware lest the thon-
sands of the destitute of your city, in the last
great day, vise up and curse your stupidity
and yeur neglect. Down to work! Lift|
them up! One cold winter's day, as a Chris-
tian man was going along the Battery, New
York, he saw a litile girl seated at the gate
shivering in the cold. Hp said to ber: “ My
ehild, what do you sit there forthis cold day 7" |
“0," she replied, “J am waiting—I am wait-
ing for somebody to cowe and take care of
me.” “ Why," said the man, * what makes
you think that snybody wili come and take
care of you ?” * 0., she said, “my mother
died last week, and | was erying very much,
and she sgid, “ Don’t ery, my dear; though
I am gone and your father is” gope, the Lord
will send somebody to take care of you ; my |
mother never told a lie: she said some one |
would come and take eare of me, and | am
waiting for them to come.,” O yes they are
waiting for you. Men who have dollars, men
who bave influence, men of churches, men of
great hearts, gather them in. It is not the
will of our ucavenly Father that one of these
little ones should peristy,

Lastly, the street impresses me with the
fact that all the people are looking forward.
I see expectancy written on almost every face
I meet between here and Fulton Ferry, or
walking the whole length of Broadway.

here you find g thousand people walking
straight on, you onl‘y find oue nian stopping
and looking back. The facs is, God made us

sli 10 lovk abead begause we are immortal,

' T T i T I o . e

R A Lomaren 2

| WeeirfMhortal bealth glowing in e

| can number.”

| would be to part with her.
gled manfally against the idea that such a |

{1ng, “ Fire!

e ——————————————

In this tramp of the multitude on the streets,

populous and tremendous,

querors. The inbabitants go up and down,

| but they never weep, and they never toil.

A river flows through that city, with rounded
and luxuriant banks, and trees of life laden

with everlasting fruitage bend their Branches

to dip the crystal. No plemed hearge rattles
over ihat pavement, fog, they are
they know not how to die. Those
the light of a sun that neversets. ' O! heaven,
beautiful heaven.
are. They take no census in that city, for 1t
is inbabited by “a multitude which no man
Rank above rank.
host. {
around the heavens. Thousands of thousands,

Blessed are they who enter in through
the gates into that eity. O! start for 1t this

<

The spirit and the bride

Join
this great throng who this morning, for the
lirst time, espouse their faith in Christ,
the doors of invitation are open,
saw twelve gates, and they were twelve
pearls.”

 — . S —

“HAVE FAITH IN GOD.”

BY JOHN W, KIRTON.

It was a clear frosty night in the month of | her child ¢l
| December, 187-, when John Knox was wend- !

ing his way home from work.
and weary with his day’s toil, and although
the moon shone brightly over his head, and the

stars glistened like so many diamonds in the |
| sky, yet be heeded them not, for
| was fall of the thought that perhaps his little | for his
Alice, who bad so often climbed his knee, and |

nestled down in his arms so sweetly, might

away to that bright and happy Mnd where

sickness, sorrow, and tears are alike unknown, |
She had been stricken down suddenly with |

fever in its worst form, and the bare thought

| of losing ber had for the time led him to rea-

lize how much he loved her and how hard it
Indeed, he strug-

calamity was possible, while over and over
again amid his fears the still small voice of

God’s good “'pil'it had sent to his troubled |

spirit, even amid the din and roar of the noisy
machinery of the factory in which he worked,
“ Have faith in God.”

But with all his efforts he dared scarcely

bope that his prayers ‘or her re coverywould be |
heard, or that once more she would be re-|

stored Lo health and continue to be a joy and

treasure within his home, while the storms of |

winter were raging withont.
But while he was brooding over his cares

in this manuver, instead of casting them upon |

the Lord, his little Alice had in reality, un-
knowa to him, passed through the crisis of
her illness, The doctor had only an hour or

| 50 before cheered the mother’s heart with the

God’s blessing, she would soon be qnite out |
of danger, and speedily on the road to re co- |

very.
Quickening his steps as he felt the keen

| blast of the wind piercing its way iuside his
| thick jacket; he hurried aiong, pieturing to

himself his little darliog in her small bed,
and almogt afvaid to hope she could yet be

{ alive, and yet breathing a prayer that “if it

is thy will, my Father, spare her to us a little

T | »”
| lun',:«l .

All atv once his ateps were brought to a
standsstill by the shrill voice of a waoman ery-

! fire! fire!” Looking in the di

| rection from whence it came, he saw the figure

ol a woman reaching out of a window, while

| evidently inside the room flames were rapidly

gatbering strength and fury.
In a few segonds all the lo ality was in

| commotion ; some shouting, *“ Fetch the en-

gines !™ some running in one direction, and
some in another,
with increased rapidity, soon shooting out of
the windows and bursting through the floor
to the upper part of the house, and lull_t_: be-
fore the fire engines could reach the spot, all
hope of staying its progress seemed to be
Kl!“l'.
bFor a moment or
deubt whether it was any business of his to
interfere, and the more so as he thought of
his darling Alice at home;
brave instinct of a true man whenever danger

realized, he said,
there may be somebody's beaithy or sickly
child in danger of perishing.
if I can render any help,”
Without hesitatiog 8 moment he pushed
his way through the crowd of spectators
which had quickiy ;_;.tlllk'l'm:, o casung e
eye all over the house, he soon discovered it
to be one large building, consisting of several
flats or stories, in which liv ed, as he rightly
judged, many families of the working classes
likg himself, A general staircase led from the
street door to the top ot the house, and down
it he soon saw many of the tenants bringing
their children, and such articles of furniture
and clothing as they conld seeure out of {he
way of danger. Butall intercourse was soon
cut off from the upper story of all by the
rapid spread of the fire, and even when the

}ﬁrcmcn, who had quickly come to the spot,

began to send volumes: of water upon the
burning building, they found .it was useless
to attempt to ascend the staircase beyond the
point at which the fire commenced

All at onee every voice was hushed and |
| every eye strained to its utmost, for a shrill

ory of acoiher waman's voige was beard ;
“Bave me, and save my child | ¥

At the top stéry of the house might be
seen, when the smoke was blown away and
the flames shot up their lurid glare like moun-
tains of fire, & wodlan with a child in her
arms, shrici&ing for help, and apparently al-

{ most hopeless of snecess,

“ For' God's sake
cried,

A general gshoug was the only response, for,
to all human appearance, it seemed im possi-
ble to reach her. And so it was so far as
that house was concerned. But John’s quick
eye s00n 68w 4 possible way of espape, and in
an instant he sprang forward and made his
way to the door of the adjoining house, and,
pushing it open, he swiltly mounted from
floor to floor, and without ceremony entered
the first door he came to, where he found the
ocoupants full of alarm lest the fire should
also reach them aud destroy all their bits of
furnitare, ete. Their only hope rested upon
tbe.fact that esch house was bailt sgparate
b{ itself, Between each also was an Oopening
of about three or four feet, By mesns of

y Save me | " ghe again

—

but with the 4 (lilll_("l'. or heavy the

! . | err, and too good to be unkind,
is threatening and the claims of humanity are |

almost aloud: % Perhaps |

SAINT JOHN, NEW BRUNSWICKY FRID

Heaven, where our friends |

Host above |
Gallery above gallery, spreading all |

| millions of millions, quadrillions of quadril-
| lions,

| morning. Through the blood of the great |
| sacrifice of the Son of God, take up yoar
| march for heaven.
| say come, and whosoever will, let him come |
| and take of the water of life freely.”

All| cue her, she mounted the
“ And 1| silent prayer to God for help.

He felt tired |

| assurance, that with care and patience, with |

80, John Kuox felt a|

l“ g0 :llh! see |

:

‘ to those ways,

! l'l‘n\‘wl to be correct.
Meanwhile the fire epread |

AY, MAY 11, 1877

|

These also

Beyondthe office, | were on a level with each floor, and it was to
the store, the shop, the street, there isa world | these Jo

hn’s practical sense looked for the

‘Through God's | means of escape,
| grace may you reach that blessed place. A |
| great throng fills those boulevards and the !
streets are a rush with the chariots of con- |

Coming to the front of the house first, and
throwing open the window nearest the burn-
ing one, much to the surprise of the inmates, |
he reached out his sirong body, and with a |
voice of authority, he shouted to the woman, |

who was still making her heart-rending appeal: |
“ BSave me, and save my child !
| I will, by God’s help, if you will make |
| your way to the staircase window,” he cried:

r sick. | “ Don't lose a moment.”
vein, |
wers of | ing the people in the room to follow him to

| strength, those palaces of beauty gleam in
| is towed into the navy-yard, we go down to |

A » | look at the splintered apars, and eount the |
and star to star in the great harmonies of the bullet-holes, amd look with

They both disappeared together, John ask- |

| the ianding, and help in the best way they |
| conld, He pulled out the window, and in a
i moment after, the opposite window was raised
| by the woman with her child in her arms.
| Although all this had been done in a few
:
!
|
|
1

minutes, yet the flames had spread so rapidly |
| that John had scarcely time to speak, ere the
woman cried most piteously : ’
“The flames are coming—we shall perish,”
“Have faith in me,” John replied : “ 1
will stretch myself from this window, and |
| make a l»rnlgv to yours, and you must get on |
| the ledge, and then take a step on me, then
| spring into the srms of these here who are
waiting to receive you.”
| Cheered by his assurance. and encouraged |
| by those waiting at the window ready to res-
ledge, breathing a |

John also stood on the ledge, his feet held E
{ fast by two others who had offered their help, |
| and giving the signal, he dropped across on |
| bis hands to the other window ledge, thus
| making lns body a kind of bridge between
| the houses. In a moment the mother, with |
asped to ber breast, stepped on his i
back, and then with a bound threw
| herself in the arme of those who were waiting |
| to rescue her, aud was in a moment out of the
| reach of danger.
As soon as John heard their

| broad

|

ae 2. ti |
rejoicing he |

his" mind | clasped the window ledge tightly, and asked |

|
leet to be released. Then dropping |
them down, and gradually drawing himself |

» | up, in a few seconds he raised his whole body |
during his absence from home, have passed |

{on to the ledge of the open window of the |
| burning house, just as the flames shot upward, |
scorching his bair and fage. With a bound |
| back he cleared the passage, and Jjoined those |
| he had™'so nobly rescued
f death,

All this had been the work of a few mo-
ments, and, indeed, the people gathered in
the street knew nothing of what had been
done to rescue the woman whose voice they
bad heard. Putting in the window to prevent
the flames readily anlillg an entrance, John
l said to the woman :

“ Come with me; I live only a few minates’
waik away, and we will try and make you as
comtortable as we can. God only knows,
however, whether my child has been deliv- |
ered from danger.” ‘

*“ Have faith in God, my brave dn-li\‘vrrr,;
| 48 I bad faith in )'Ull.n she l'(‘|tli(‘|l with -l(‘(“'»:
emotion. |

“Yes, I will try,” he said, * for all day 1
have had that blessed promise resting upon
my heart.”

from danger and

“It has been answered in the deliverance
of me and my child, and who knows but that
{ it may be the case with yours also?"”
|  “Just so, you are right ; and if not, I trost
I can say, ‘The will of the Lord be done,

Away they went, giving but for a moment
a parting glance at the burning pile, which |
soon after became a complete wreck by the
f;l”“l:f i of the roof, amid the shrieks and
shouts of hundreds of l.u.[,}:- who bad gath-
ered together.

On his way he briefly told his companion
his Ilu’uhh'; and ax he reached his door, his
heart, which had been so re ady to brave dar
ger for othe s, b gan to faint, Bat the mo-

¥
on the face ot b

ment s eve rested 18 wife he
-+
NOF wWas Iu'.

While he had

been delive ring from danger those who feared

"

geemed to read *“* Good news

as we have seen, mistaken,
they had no helper, his darling child had
been mercifully delivered from

widl) !
real danger |
by Him who is mighty to save; and ere Imany
days passed away she was pronouced by the
doctor to be l:l;vi«“y re cu\('ling, which also

It was soon noised abroad what a noble
deed John had done, and the
netwithstanding his modest retusal, presented
him with a suitable testimonial for his brave-
ry. But the lesson he learned that night he
always best reward ; and

' :
nl[vhy when consalted by his fellow laborers

ll'\\llslu'nh!"

said was hLis

i:l their tro 1bles he would B4y :

“Have faith in God. How sver hard may
be the ('i\nu.!, or difficult the way, or great ll‘.-a- :
trial, he is too w 186 lu?
Press on in
duty’s patk. Cherish the fullest confidence in !
the faithfulness of yonr Heavonly ["-ni;.-v' and
say with David, * What time | am afraid, 1
will trust in thée? 1In bealth or sickness,
rosperity or adversity, danger or safety, in
ife or desth, “ pave rarru 1x Gop,”*

- — ¢ > & C— —
LOSING POWER T0 BELIEVE, {
The man who turns his back upon the |

known ways of righteousness, loses, according |
to the degree in which he does 80, the power
to belicve, and therewith the power to return
lle who has never been born |
again, thinks that to believe on a God of |
grace is a very easy matter indeed. He does
not know what sin is, and hence he cannot
understand what grace is, Bu: after a man
has come to know what is meant by sin, and
what is implied in grace, how hard does it be-
come for him, after some aot of great unfaith-
lulness, to find again sirength to believe!
Thus when it does occar that professing
Christians, who have ouce been enlightened,
and have once tasted * the good word of God
and the powers of the world to come.” fall
away into carpal sip, or any other heinous |
transgressions, at no time in such a case
the danger of total apostasy
And why ?
belicve,

5 |
is |
far distant. |
Because they lose the power lnl

S 4 O e
DRESS IN CHURCH

Nowheve, we are ashamed to say, is the
bad taste of ostentation in dress more con- |
spicuous than here. It scems as if, with
many, the Sabbath were the grand occasion |
for display, and the chureh the place for self- |
exbibition. In no other country have we
secn 80 much show and tinsel in the churches
as in some of our own cities. In Europe—
pot only in England, but on the gontinent—
such dis‘ilay is rigidly forbidden, not by law,
but by the recognized canons of good taste,
Nothing is considered more vulgar—a more
certain mark of low breeding—than this kind
of ostentation ina !)lace of worship. It is
only the “new rich”—what we should call
the *“shoddy™—that try to exhibit themselves
10 the house of God, " But as that class is

larger in this country than any where else,
we have more of these exhibitions,

| witdows at the side of each house, light was |
[ hear the tramp of a great host marching { communicated to the staircase.
| and marching for eternity,

| compared

{ He loves righteousness,

| desolated Jerusalem, scattered Israel, and

| Mau was lost, He came to save him.
| curse for us, as it is w ritten, cursed is every

| one that hangeth on a tree.”

[ accept ’t,&lli"ll‘ Lo acoept Ft\]\';lli“ll, to iu'(‘('ll{

to do <ometime, by and by, but I ask you,

| Oast,

| you with his own blood. Now

{ rightly.
| shadow. The ages of eternity are setting in
| upon you, another day may be too late, arnd

; :
| W40 bad anvoyed us before ;

| felt for his puise and his heart, and n about,

| coflin, bored it faull of holes,~he was placed

A WORD TO EVERY READER.
Sitting this evening vpon the platform in
Bow-road, Hall, London, and gazing upe
some eight or ten thousand people wi
thronged and filled the immense sfructure t
listen to the earnest words and song8 of |
brethren Moody and Saukey, the thought
forced itself upon the mind, that, vast as that
assembly was, it was but a litalge auditory
with the tenfold larger multitade |

| who from month to month peruse the pages

of The Christian, and with whom we are thus |
brought into personal relations,

To this vast multitude, and to you, oh,
reader, whosoever you are,” we would testify
the grace and mercy that is in Jesus Christ.

Man has gone far from God ; he has sinned,
bas wancered, has rebelled, has resisted, has
rejected, has despised, has spurned hie love,
his truth, his law, and bis righteousness.
And all the justice and holiness of the Most
High God, burns and flames against the sin
that works disorder and rain in bis universe.

and hates iniquity ; |
and be teaches us that “ the fear of the Lord |
18 to hate evil.”

We may think lightly of sin; it may be the |
sport of woridlings, as it is the mock of fools -
but God has other thoughts concerning it.
And he has revealed what Hg thinks of sin, in
acts and words that we cannot understand,
For the sake of sin he has blighted Eden,
cursed the ground, and condemned the race to
death, and rolled a flood of mourning, lamen-
tation and woe over the world for ‘nigh 8ix
thousand years. On account of sin he has
deluged the earth, burned Sodom, overthrown

Tyre, buried Nineveh, destroyed Babylon,

brought swift and terrible destruetion upon
the guilty nations of the earth. On account
of sin he has spared not his own son, when sin
was laid upon him, but has bidden the sword
to awake against his shepherd, and his fellow,

and smite the shepherd and scatter the sheep |

| abroad,

Lost Eden, the 4%1“1_{1', Sodom and Gomor-
rha, the miseries of a ruined race, and the
cross of the Son of (':n!\‘ur_\', tell us waar Goo
FHINKS ABOUT SIN? Do we doubt? Do we
ask farther information ? We shall find it in
the lake of fire and brimstone, the second
death ; “for the wages of sin is death, bat the
gift of God is eternal life, through Jesus
Christ our Lord.”

Such then are God’s ‘.lmughts ('«m('vrlling
sin. And when all had sinned and come short
of the glory of God, then he undertook to re-
deem us from sin, and death, and hell. He
loved the world, and gave his only begotten
Son, that whosoever believeth in him should
not perish, but have everlasting hife. Man
was wandering in the \\”‘}"l'”\'.m“; He came to
seek him. Man was sick, he came to heal
him. Man was bound, He came to deliver

| him, Man was ruined, He came to restore
: : g1

him. Man was defiled, He came to gieanse |

him, Man was dead, He came to revive him.

(;()d‘ﬁ
law was dishonored, He came to fulfil it. Its
penalty was incurred, and He came to endure
its Dbitterest pangs, that He might *“ redeem
us from the curse of the law, being made a

Aund without
our request, without our knowledgé, without
our co-operation, Christ has borne our sins n
h1s own body on the tree, that by his stripes we
might be forever healed. He has suffered

sins, he has redeemed us from the
carse, he has made peace through the blood

1or ouar

of kis cross, he has brought hfe, and joy, and
salvation to our hand, and he now asks us to
Him, and to accept to-day.

Will we do this? There is but one alter-
native ; we must accept or reject him ! There
is no middle ground. We must embrace the |
oftfered saly ation, or face the terrible question, |
“How shali we escape !” We must accept
Jesus Christ, God’s offered Say lour,as our re- |
Gdeemer, captain, brother, friend,—as all and in
all, or we must spurn his mergy

grace, lti-(( ‘
i

5 !
. ."h :o;ul-\‘ ns |
WOve, tread un lertont his |
04, and perish beneath his wrath,

No man
!n‘l"h]w.\ becaunse he I8,

or has been a sinner 3 it
he rejects the Savioar,

s '»-('.‘.ll-v 1U|-l (h'.\!ols('ﬁ

the riches of his ;_(mhhir“, and fullw:u':n)«'\',
and long suffering : it is because
the l|(‘1|' that God has proffered
he wiL

he vefuses
] 18 ‘)l‘("l‘l\('
NoT be save i, thas he must be lost.
He refuses life, and chooses death : he

refuses
liberty and hugs his chains 3 he refuses Christ, |
and takes part with Sat W, and must at last
depart to the eternal fire, prepared for the |
devil and his angels,
And now what is
matter to day ?

your decision in this

I do not ask what yon mean

will you accept Christ To-paY ? You do not
know what you will do hereafter, you vo
know what you will do now, On ths'pn-swn
moment the responsibilities of eternity are |
What will you do with Jesus
You eannot cancel the obligation,

not blot out Gethsemane and Calvary,
cannot after the fact that Christ has b

T'O-DAY ? '
You can- |
You |
ught
waat will you
How will you treat bim ? " In
what way will you receive the mercy he has
wrought ?

Il pray you, reader, settle these (questions
The time is short. Your life is a

do about it ?

the rejection of Christ To-DAY may be the re-
jection of him forever,
Ove week ago last Sunday evening after |

preaching on deck in the afternoon, I stood in |
the steerage of the steam-ship China, bound
from Boston to Liverpool, to couduct an
evening service of song and prayer. We had
ucarly finished the first verse of the hymn,

** Rock of Ages cleft for me,”

when I noticed a little confusion at the lower

end of the table, bat supposed it was merely
the ill-behaviour of sOome |

prolane }'UH“‘,: men
and we com-
another verse, We had not sung
more than two lines when we were hushed,
the person who bad taken the man in charge
laid bim on the floor, the doctor bent over
him with his instrament, tried to bleed him,

menoced

three minutes he was dead, and tae piercicg
wail of widowhood rang out upon the arr, 'l‘hcy
spread a sheet over him, carried him away,
and the next morning the carpenter made a

in it, words of prayer were read, and it was
slid from the gratings into the deep, there ta
remain till the sea shall give up its dead,
From all that we could learn there was no-
thing to inspire “hope in his death.” He had
been long ill, but gaye no evidence that he
bad accepted Jesus Christ. What passed
through his mind during his vlosing hours,
weé may not know, but in the shortness
of the final struggle he had no oppartunity to
make the preparations that men hope to make
when they come to die, : .
Reader, your life may be as short and your
death as sudden as this man’s was., Are you
ready ? Are you ready sow? Are ou
hidden in the Rock of Ages? 'If notr;i&l

L ——

| Or take your comrades to acutler’s, and “E .

| sensible thing for a man to

Editor and Proprietor.
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you not accept Christ To-pAY, give yourself
to him, ask and receive his pardon, and be

| forever saved %
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A GRASSHOPPER STORY.

Whenever I go to London, I always stand
at the corner of tht Bauk of Eogland for a
minate or two, watching the crowd of busy
men hurrring everywhere. What thousands
of cares they carry! How many anxieties !
Then I look at the Royal Excbange. It is
pleasant to see the London sparrows, though
they are a little black and grimy, chirping on
the massive cornices, as free and happy as
possible, above the din and awfal hurry of
the great city. They have no cares, no anxi-
eties. They seem to know what the great
letters mean, which are cut in the stones on
which they hop, “ the earth is the Lord’s and
the fullness thereof.” God keeps the spar-
rows, and they are happy. I wish the busy
city men would watch the sparrows, and read
the great City Text.

But the sparrows and the text are not the
most attractive things about the Excbang

‘ €
| and I am sure if you look at it, you wonhi

think as I do—that the weathercock is the

| most singular and curious thing about the

building. It is not like any otner weather-

| cock in England, or, I should think, in the

world ; for there, twisting on the pinnacle of
the spire, is a monster grasshopper; and I’ll
tell you how it came to be there.

About three hundred and fifty years ago,a
woman, with a little baby in her arms, was
trudging along a country lane, Presently,
after looking to see that no one was watching
h(‘l', she climbed over a gate into the
and wrapping the baby in its little shawl, she
laid it down n the grass, so gently as not to
awake it, and then, never even looking bebind
her, she climbed over the gate again inte the
lane and went on ber journey,

The baby soon woke, and began to ery ;
and it cried for a long, long time, And st
last, tired and hungry, and hot with the sun,
for it was a fine summer’s day, it was weaned
out, and dropped off to sleep again, *“Bag
Goa had heard the voice of the lad,” and see
how simply be brought help for the little one.

By-and-by, down the lane came a schogl-
boy. He was whistling away, as happy as
ever he could be ; he had come out of school,
and was going bome. He lived at the farm-
house a little way farther up the lane. Now
he gathered a few primroses, Low he seam-
pered after a butterfly, now he had a shy ata
bird ; but just as he came to the gate over
which the woman had climbed, he heard “
grasshopper chirping away so loudly, that he
sprang over the gate to cateh him and there
was the lmhy, fast :»l('('p ! Far more pleued
than if he had caught a hundred grasshoppers,
the boy took up the little fellow, and ran
home with his prize. The kind farmer’s wife,
although she had many children of her own,
at once determined to keep the little orphan
who had been saved from death by a grass-
hnp]wl‘.

Years passed away and the baby became a
strong hu_\‘ ; the lm_)’ grew 1o be a man ; he
went to London and became a merchant,
God blessed all he did, and he rose to be the
most noted man m the city. Queen Eliza-
beth was then on the throne, and often did
she send for Sir Thomas Gresham, for the
little deserted boy had become a kmgbl.,to
consult him on the great affairs of state.

About three hundred years ago, Sir Thomas
Greshain founded the Exchange, Thg Queen

| came to dine with nim, and to lay the first
| stone : and there upon the to

pmost pinnacle,
. a grasshopper : and there
it is to-day, to tell the busy toiling city, and
to tell You and me, when we 29 to see the
city, that Almighty God will hear the infant’s
ery, and can save a valuable lite by even such
a little thing as a grasshopper,

So it was that “ God heard the voice of the
lad.”

Sir Thomas placed
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STANDING TREAT.

One of the most absurd of all foolish cus-
toms, is that of inviting a crowd of friends or
strangers to walk up to the bar and “ take
something at my expense,”

Men do not buy other things, either usefal
or ornamental in ¢his way y—why should
they make an exception in favor of this
poisonous draught, which is the canse of
most of the crimes whish curse the land and
which fill the community with poverty,
mourning and woe,

Some one has sensibly said ;— Now, boyl,
if you want to be generous and treat each
ulht‘l', “-h} not select some other place beoides
the liquor shop ? Suppose, as you go by the
post-office, you remark: ‘I say, my dear
1‘.-Huw, come in and take some ulamps! Tb&o
stamps will cost you no more than dnnks all
round. Or £0 to the lmrberdasher's, and
say: ‘Boys, come in and take ga box of
collars” Walk up t0 a grocer’s, free and
generous, and say: “ What kind of coffee
will you have ¥  Why not treat to groceries
by the pound as well as iquors by thegl&ue.?

‘I'll stand youa ;_;um] lu)(-kt‘t*klli(u all ron

This would be lhu:lght o strange way of
showing friendship, but would it not be better
than to offer t0 friends a maddeuing, poison-
ous, deadly draught ?

Suppose a man should keep a den of rattle-

"

snakes, and allow men to come in and be

bitten at sixpence a bite ?

Would it be &

‘ ! wvite all his
friends in to be bitten at his expense ¢ Is is

worth our while to turn our friends into
brutes, maniacs, and murderers, and their

homes into helis of trouble and distress by -

giving them “something to drink at my ex-
pense ¥*  “ At the last it biteth like a serpent
and stingeth like an adder,”

e, vimm——

% FORETASTE

Did you ever lie on the top, ofa mountain
whence you beheld a wide landscape with iu’
fields and cottages spread in silent re
before your eyes ? In your bosom also perfect
quiet reigned. You forgot your cares, no
sorrow weighed upon your spirits, no wun-
pleasant remembrauce disturbed the calm, no
intrudiog passion dared to break the boly
peace of your soul, and a voice ithi
whispered, “ Blessed were I, could I remain
forever thus!” What you then felt was a
fleeting foretaste of heaven, which lomﬁ:ﬂ
even passionate, unquiet spirits are allowed to
enjoy, in order that they may look imto
themselves and earnestly reflect how thes
might perpetuate this tranquil and bless
state. You were happy because you had

forgotten yourself, becaase you were free
from earthly desires,

o b
R

Be patient. This cloud of cares
darkens your pathway is not

trace bebiod. The eares of last y are
nigh forgotten, or if you dh
wonder they ever lud’

depress you, So wi Shade of &
hour. {'on will ‘h M o

. ; bus like
a cloud will soon pass away and “m

power 4
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